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secretarial work, tended it early and late with wonderful results.
The Government ploughed the land, and staked it off, but the individual did the rest. Perhaps to this generation it will be hard to visualize the Potomac Drive from where the road goes under the railroad trestle, all the way to Hains Point, as one vast truck garden. There in place of the present deep, blush of the Japanese cherry blossoms, one would see happy, intent faces blushing from the sun or from toil unusual to ladies whose white hands had formerly fluttered over nothing more weighty than tea-cups.
"When the Food Administration was organized under Mr. Herbert Hoover I signed the following pledge:
"I am glad to join you in the service of food conservation for our Nation, and I hereby accept membership in the United States Food Administration, pledging myself to carry out the directions and advice of the Food Administrator in the conduct of my household insofar as my circumstances permit."
Along with other signers I received a card which was displayed in a window of the White House. The design was in red, white and blue; and how familiar this circle of blue, with spears of white wheat, became during those anxious months. The humblest cottage, hidden deep in the country, displayed it as proudly as did the mansion. Often I have seen my husband's eyes fill with tears at the sight of one of those cards or of a Red Cross emblem. "I wish I could stop", he would say, "and know the people who live here, for it is from them that I draw inspiration and strength."
On one of the early days of the War the former President, Mr. William Howard Taft, called on my husband in connection with matters of Red Cross administration. Curiously, while they discussed important matters downstairs, Helen Bones, Edith Benham and I were upstairs doing our first stint of Red Cross work. Previously I had called at the local headquarters and volunteered our services in the capacity of